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Wc make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conftaucc, 

Some fpeedy MefTenger bid her repair* 

To our folcmnity; I cruft we fhall, 

(If not fill vpxhe meafure of her wjll) 

Yet in fome meafure fatufie her fo. 

That we fhall ftop her.exclamacion, 

Go we as well as haft will fufter vs. 

To this vnlook’d for vnprc.parcd pompe. Exeunt, 
B*ft. Mad world, mad kings, m3d compofition: 
John to ftop Arthurs Title in the whole. 

Hath willingly departed with a part, 

And France, whole armour Confcicnce buckled on. 
Whom zcale and charitie brought to the field, J 
As Gods ownc fouldicr, rounded in the care. 

With that fame purpofe-changer, that flye diuel. 

That Broker, that ftill breakes the pate of feifh. 

That dayly breake-vow, he that winnes of all, * 

Of kings, of beggers, old men, yong men, maids. 

Who bauing no external! thing to Ioofe, 

But the word Maid, cheats the poore Maide of that. 
That fmooth-fac\l Gentleman, tickling commoditic, 
Commoditie, the byas of the world. 

The world, who of it fclfe is peyfed well. 

Made to run euen, vpon cuen ground; 

Till this aduanrage ,this vile drawing byas. 

This fway of motion, this commoditie. 

Makes it take head from all indifterency. 

From all direction, purpofe, courfc,intent. 

And this lame byas, this Commoditie, 

This Bawd, this Broker, this all-changing-word, 

Clap’d on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawne him from his owne determin’d ayd. 

From a rcfolu’d and honourable warre. 

To a moft bafe and vile-condudeil peace. 

And why rayle I on this Commoditie ? 
Butforbecaufchehath not wooed meyet: 

Not that I haue the power to clutch my hand, 

When his fairc Angels would falutc my palme, 

But for my hand, as vnattempted yet, 

Like a poore begger, raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles 13mabegger,I willrailc. 

And fay there is no fin but to be rich: 

And being rich, my vertuu then fhall be. 

To fay there is no vice, biit beggerie : 

Since Kings breake faith vpon commoditie, 

Gaine be my Lord, for.I will worfbip thee. Exit. 


(l/IBus Secundus 


dthofgjng John. 


Enter Conftance, Arthur,and Salisbury. 

Con. Gone to toe married? Gone to fwcare a peace ? 
Falfc blood to falfe blood ioyn’d. Gone to befreinds? 
Shall Lewis haue Blaunch, and 'Blaunch thofe Prouinccs ? 
It is not fo, thou baft mifpoke,mHlicard, 

Be well aduif d, tell ore thy tale againc. 

It cannot be, thou do’ft but fay tis lb. 

I cruft I may not truft thee, tor thy word 
Is but the vaine breath of a common man : 

Beleeue me, I doc not belccue thee man, 
haue a Kings oath co the contrarie. 

Thou (halt be ptimfli’d for thus frighting me, 

*'or I am ficke, and capeabie offcarcs. 


Oppreft with wrongs,and therefore 
A widdow, husbandles, fub?e& to feare* t<4 ‘ 

A woman naturally borne to fcares; * 

And though thou now confeffe thou didft b„ t • a 
With my vext fpirits, I cannot take a Truce ** * 

But they will quake and tremble all thisday* 

What doft thou meane by Ihaking of thy head? 

W hy doft thou lookc fo fadly on my fonne ? 

What meanct that hand vpon that breaftofd.’ 

Why holder thine eie that lamentablerhe^m* 10 * * 
Like a proud riuer peering ore his bounds? ’ 

Be thefe fad fignes confirmers of thy wordi ? 

Then fpeake againc, not all thy former tale 
But this one word, whether thy talc be true. 

Sal. As true as I beleeue you thinkc them falf e 
That giue you caufc to prouc my faying true. ’ 

Con . Oh if thou teach me to beleeue this f or 
Teach thou this forrow, how to make me dye ° W * 
And Icc belecfc, and life encounter fo. 

As doth the furie of two dclpcrate men. 

Which in the very meeting fall, and dye. 

Lewes marry Blaunch? O boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England, what becomes of me? 
Fellow be gone: I cannot brooke thy fight, 

This newes hath made thee a moft vgly man. 

Sal. What other harme heuc I good Lady done 
But fpoke the harme, that is by others done ? ’ 

Con. Which harme within it felfefo heynousis 
As it makes harmcfull all that fpeake of it. 

Ar. I do befcech you Madam be content. 

[on. If thou that bidft me be content.wcrt grim 
Vgly, and flandrous to thy Mothers wosnbe. 

Full of vnpieaflng blots, and fightleffe ftaines, 

Lame, foolifri, crooked, fwart, prodigious, 

Patch’d with foulc Moles, and eye-offending matkti 
I would not care, 1 t^en would be content. 

For then J fhould not lone thee: no, nor theu 
Become thy great birth, nor deferue a Crowne. 

But thou ate fairc, and at thy birth (deere boy) 
Nature and Fortune ioyn’d to make thee great. 

Of Natures guifts, thou mayft with Lillies boaft, 

And with the halfe-blowne Rofe. But Foitune, oh, 
She is corrupied, chang’d, and wonne from thee, 
Sh’adulterates hourcly with thine Vnckle John. 

And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread downe faire refpedl ofSoueraigncie, 

And made hlsMaieftie the bawd to theirs. 

France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king John, 

That ftrumpet Fortune, that vfurping / ahn : 

Tell me thou fellow, is not France forfworne ? 
Euvcnom him with words, or get thee gone, 

And lcaue thofe woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to vnder-beare. 

Sal. Pardon me Madam, 

I may not goe without you to the kings. 

Can. Thoumaift, thou (halt, I will not go with thee, 
I will inftruft my forrowes to bee proud, 

For greefe is proud, and makes his owner ftoope, 

To me and to the ftate of my great greefe, 

Let kings affemble: for my greefe’s fo great. 

That no fuppotter but the huge firmc earth 
Can hold it vp: hercl and forrowes fit, 

Heere is my Throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

'Jthu 


■ lifemd death ofKjngf 0 ^ 


;joo 


rima. 


, Ring John, trance, Dolphin, Blanch, Slianor, Philip, 
^Jnftria, Conft*»C‘- ^ 

»Tif true (faire daughter) and this blcfled day^ 
FrA * franco (hail be kept feftiuall: 

Ewemnize this day the glorionsfunne 
T °li in his courfc, and playes the Alchymift 
W * ,.,i t h fnlendor of his precious eye 

cloddy earth to glittering gold: 

The vearely courfc that brings this day about, 
efdlneuerfee it,butaholy day. 

Cod A wicked day, and not a holy day. 
vvhat hach this day dcleru’d ? what hath ir done. 

That it in golden letters fhould be fet 
JUgthehigh tidesinthe Kalendcrf 
5 j V rather turne this day out of the weeke, 

Thisday offtaroe, oppreffion, periury. 

Orifitmuft ftand ftill, let wiues with childe 
p r3 y that their burthens may not fall this day. 

Left that their hopes prodigioufly be croft: 

But (on this day) let Sea-men feare no wrackc, 

No bargainer breake that are not this day,made j 
phis day all things begun, come to ill end. 

Yea, faith it felfo to hollow falfhood change. 

Fra- By heauen Lady, you (hall haue no caufe 
Tc curfe the fairc proceedings of this day: 

Haue I not pawn’d to you my Maiefty ? 

Canft. You haue beguil’d me with a counterfeit 
Refembling Maiefty, which being touch’d and tride, 
pioues valueleffe : you are forfworne,forfworne, 

You came i8 Armes to fpill mine enemies bloud. 

But now in Armes,you ftrengthen it with your*. 

Thegrapling vigor, and rough frownc of Warre 
Iscoldinamitic.and painted peace. 

And our oppreffion hath made vp this league: 

Arme, anne, you hcaueBS, againft thele periur’d Kings, 

A widdow cries, be husband to me (heauens) 

Let not the howres of this vngodly day 
Weareout the daies in Peace; but ere Sun-fet, 

Set armed difeord’twixt thefe periut’d Kings, 

Heare me, Ob, he are me. 

Auft. I ady Confiance, peace. 

Conft. War,war, no peace, peace is to me a warre: 

0 Limoges, O Aufirta, thou doft thamc 

Thatbloudy fpoyle: thou flaue,thou wretch, 1/coward, 

Thou little valiant,great in villanie. 

Thou euer ftrong vpon the ftronger fide; • 

Thou Fortunes Champion,that do’ft ncucr figlrt 
But when her humourous Ladifhip is by 
Toteach thee fafeity: thou art periut’d too. 

And footh’ft vp greacneffc. What a foole art thou, 

A ramping foolc,to brag, and ftamp,and fweare, 
fpon mypartie: thou cold blooded flaue, 
daft thou not fpoke like thunder on my fide ? 

Beenefworne my Souldier, bidding me depend 
^ponthy ftarrcs.thy fortune, aiid thy ftrength, 

And doft thou now fall ouur to my foes ? 

Thou wcarc a Lyons hid«, doff it for (harne. 

And hang a Calues skin on thofe recreant limbes, 

Auf. O that a man fhould fpeake thofe words to me. 
Phil. And hang a Calucs-skin on thofe recreant limbs 
Auf. T aou dar’ftnoc fay fo villaine for thy life. 


Phil Kad hang a Calues-skin on thofe recreant limb* 
lohn. We like not this, thou doft forget thy fejfe. 
Enter Pandttlpb. 

Fra. Heere comes the holy Legac of the Pope. 

Pan. Haile you annointed deputies of heauen; 

To thee King Iehn my holy errand is : 

1 Tandulpb , of faire Millane Cafdinall, 

And from Pope Innocent the Legate heere, 

Doc in his name religioufly demind 

Why thou againft the Church,our holy Mother. 

So wilfully doft fpurne; and force perforce 
Keepe Stephen Langton chofen Arfhbifhop 
Of Canterbury from that holy Sea: 

This in otor forefaid holy Fathers name 
Pope Innocent, I doe demand of thee. 

lohn, Whatcarthie name to Interrogatories 
Can taft the free breath of a facred King ? 

Thou canft not (Cardinall) deuife a name 
So flight, vnworthy,and ridiculous 
To charge me to an anfwere, as the Pope: 

Tell him this tale,and from the mouth of England, 

Adde thus much more, that no Italian Prieii 
Shall tythe or toll in our dominions: 

But as we, vnder heauen, are fupreamc head, 

So vnder him that great fupremacy 
Where wc doe reigne, we will alone vphold 
Without th’affftancc ofamortallhand: 

So tell the Pope, all reuerence fet apart 
To him and his vfurp’d authoritie. 

Fra, Brother of England, you blafpheme in this. 

John. Though you,and all theKings ofChriftendom 
Are led fo groffely by this medling Prieft, 

Dreading the curfe that money may buy out. 

And by the merit of vilde gold, droffe, duft, 

Purchafe corrupted pardon ofa man. 

Who in that faie ("els pardon from himfelfe: 

Though you, and al the reft fo groffely led, 

This iugling witchcraft with reuennue cherifh, 

Yet I alone, alone doc me oppofe 

Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Pand. Then by the lawfull power that I haue 4 
Thou (halt ftand curft,and excommunicate. 

And bleffcd (hall he be that doth reuolt 
From his Allegcance to an heretique. 

And meritorious (hail that hand be call’d. 

Canonized and worfhip’d as a Saint, 

That takes a way by any fecret courfc 
Thy hatcfull life. 

Con. O lawfull let it be 

That I haue roome with Rome to curfe a while, 

Good Father Cardinal!, cry thou Amen 
To my keene curfe* $ for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curfe him right. 

Pan. There’s Law and Warrant (Lady) for my curfe. 
Conf. And for mine too,when Law can do no right. 
Let it be lawfull,that Law barre no wrong: 

Law cannot giue my childe his kingdome heere; 

For he that holds his Kingdomc,holds the Law: 
Therefore fince Law it felfe is perfed wrong, 

How can the Law forbid my tongue to curfe i 
Pand. Phtltp of France , on perill ofa curfe , 

Let goe the hind of that Arch-heretique, 

And raife the power of France vpon his head, 

Vnleffe he doe fubmit himfelfe to Rome. 

Flea. Look’d thou pale Tranceldo not let go thy hand, 
Con. Looke to that Deuill, left that France repent. 

And 








































































